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When first I went to sea as a lad
A new jack-knife was all I had :

And I've sailed for fifty years and three
To the coasts of gold and of ivory :

And now at the end of a lucky life.
Well, still I've got my old jack-knife.

WILFRID W. GIBSON

TUGS

AT noon three English dowagers ride

Stiff of neck and dignified,

Margaret, Maud and Mary Blake,

With servile barges in their wake :                    10

But silhouetted at mid night,

Darkly, by green and crimson light,

Three Nubian queens pass down the Thames

Statelily with flashing gems.

G. ROSTREVOR HAMILTON

CHOOSING A MAST

THIS mast, new-shaved, through whom I rive the

ropes,

Says she was once an oread of the slopes,
Graceful and tall upon the rocky highlands,
A slender tree as vertical as noon,
And her low voice was lovely as the silence
Through which a fountain whistles to the moon,    20
Who now of the white spray must take the veil
And, for her songs, the thunder of the sail.
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